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myself, were in exile. We were, in fact, destitute, and 1
had lost all confidence in ray energies.

' Thus woe-begone, I entered Vienna, where I found a
friend. Mingling in the artificial society of that refined city,
those excited feelings, fed by my strange adventures and
solitary life, subsided. I began to lose what was peculiar
in me, and to share much that was general. Worldly feel-
ings sprang up. Some success brought back my confidence.
I believed that I was not destitute of power, but had
only mistaken its nature. It was a political age. A great
theatre seemed before me. I had ever been ambitious. I
directed my desires into a new channel, and I determined
to be a statesman.

c I had attracted the attention of the Austrian minister.
I became his secretary. You know the rest.

* I resolved that my child should be happy.   I desired to
save him from the misery that clouded my own youth.    I
would have preserved him from the tyranny of impetuous
passions, and the harrowing woe that awaits an ill-regulated
mind.    I observed in him a dangerous susceptibility that
alarmed me.    I studied to prevent the indulgence of his
feelings.    I was kind, but I was calm.    His imaginative
temperament did not escape me.  I perceived only hereditary
weakness, and would have prevented hereditary woe.    It
was my aim to make him a practical man.    Oontarini, it
was the anxiety of affection that prevented me from doing
justice to your gemus.

* My son, could I but once press you in my arms, I should
die happy.    And even now the future supports me, and I
feel the glory of your coming fame irradiating my tomb.

1 Why cannot we meet ?    I could say so much, althou^
I would say only I loved you.  The pen falls from my han
the feeble pen, that has signified nothing.    Imagine wha,
I would express.    Cherish my memory, while you receive
my blessing.'